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SENIOR PARTNER: HOW IS IT THAT BARCLAY DOESN’T SEEM TO GET 
ON WITH CUSTOMERS ? 


JUNIOR PARTNER: LET’S TALK THAT OVER ALONE SOME DAY. 


[ Listerine used as a mouth wash quickly 
overcomes Halitosis (unpleasant breath) | 
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‘New policies, new strength + 7 
and a new plan have produced a New Marmon. 
The aspect of our boulevards will be freshened by 


its grace of line. It will lend tone to the country 
clubs of America and to fashion’s fondest rendez- 
vous. In every detail it reveals the hand of a great 
designer, close to the likes of people of exquisite 
and cultivated taste. 


In the fine, sweet-running mechanism of the New 
Marmon you will find the touch of time. Years of 
unfaltering concentration on the Marmon chassis 
and the six-cylinder Marmon engine have given the 
New Marmon its great, inherent goodness. 


Among all the axioms there is none truer than, 


“Practice makes perfect.” Certainly there is no sub- 
stitute for experience. And herein lies the secret 
of Marmon’s sure-footed mastery of the road and of 
Marmon’s confidence-inspiring dependability. 


Truly this is the greatest car that ever bore the 
proud name of Marmon, and, to those who have 
known Marmon, no possible statement of its excel- 
lence could be so strong. 


You are sure to say of the New Marmon what others 


” 


have instinctively said...“It’s a Great Automobile! 


“ “ “ 


Prices of the New Marmon (Series74) ENCLOSED 
CARS, $3295 and up + + + OPEN CARS, $3165. 
All prices f.0.b. Indianapolis. Government tax extra. 


NORDYKE & MARMON COMPANY « Established 1851 « INDIANAPOLIS, IND. 
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RCHILL DOW 


| S-A.2/S.g 2 8 SG 


FAMOUS ALL-BLACK S.. or whitg}f you choose 











Cfour Downs .... 
. but we mean Churchill Downs 


OnE for each of the party. 


Their fragrance and flavor—their black 
and gold good looks seem to go with the 
smart atmosphere of the stands on the 
day of the year’s big game. 


They come in black with gold, silver 
or plain ends—white with gold, plain 
and cork. Finest Macedonian tobacco— 
they’re a most delicious smoke. 


Ask your own tobacconist. If he can’t 
furnish Churchill Downs, just write to us. 





Distributors for America 
Churchill Downs Cigarettes 
Hudson’s Bay Tobacco 
Ben Wade Pipes 























The "Varsity Eleven 


(With the Proper Acknowledgments) 


VAME PosITION Crepit Line PosITION Crepit LINE 
MJINKS R. E. Merritt, ‘04, knows a sure ™ 4 Compliments of the boys of 
LJ ‘varsity man even when he Phi Phi Phi. 

sees him in the gloom of his L. E. Saved from doom at fresh- 
coal mines. water college by Maxten, 
nirks mt. Caughtwell, 99, deferred a trip ‘19, who wished to do some- 
to Europe to convince this thing for his Alma Mater 
player there was no future in after a flier in the market 
stevedoring. Q. B. Application on file endorsed, 
~ ° ° ° “Bes ‘ts f < F ie - 
mps R. G. Might still have been driving a Best W he $ trom , riend 
aes: , . R.H.B Legacy from Edgarfeldt, ‘00 
grocery wagon but for Fen nee Be Ps : 
. * L. H: B. Thompkins, '07, watches his 
wick, ‘11. : é; 
j — younger factory hands for a 
rid c Matriculated of his own ac- good open-field runner. 
~ 1 - ° ° 
core. . B. Donated by Psi Chapter, Gam- 
rtune L. G. The subway crowds at Times ma Damma Gamma. 








Square aren't being handled 
as they were before Easton, 
‘03, persuaded this one to 
become educated. 





James K. McGuinness. 





IRST AUTHOR: Yes, truth is stranger than fiction. 
Seconp Autuor: Ah, but it doesn’t sell as well. 


“AND WHAT POSITION DOES YOUR SON PLAY ON THE TEAM?” 
“I’M NOT SURE, BUT I THINK HE IS THE ONE THAT MAKES THE TOUCHDOWNS.” 

















Magazine Impressions of 
Women 


HE LADIES’ HOM! 
JOURNAL: Sensi 
beauty gloriously. Maternit 
Sweet dreams and a prett 
love. Puritanism and a poli 
cal future. Shapeliness rampa 
The Saturday Evening Po 
Young life and a_ gorge 
shimmering. A _heart-to-hea: 
confidential helpfully. Kne, 
deep in the brook. But h 
father’s daughter and John’s i: 
spiration. Love. Yards of bac 


Distance. Elegance in blac 
Smoke. 

Vanity Fair: Naught 
naughty. An impishness and 


compromise. Nothing to do | 
wear clothes at men. Immensit 
of shape and a mad dance. H 
past, her past. 

The Cosmopolitan: Pai: 








“WHAT PRICE GLORY?” 


The Winning Play 


(As Reported by One of Our Authors of the School of Dismalism) 


IFE seemed futile indeed to Harold 

Scrabble his own 
ten-yard line hopelessly awaiting what 
the future might bring forth. What 
was the use of it all? he asked him- 
self. After that game there would be 
other games—games played against a 
drab sky by drab-faced, drab-clad men 
like himself. Yet how unlike himself! 
And to what end? But he must go on. 
Driven...driven.... 

Subconsciously he saw the ball float 
into his arms. They expected him to 
run with it. To run! His lip curled. 
Yes, he must run. 

He ran, feet plodding up and down, 
while his mind groped with the utter 
inutility of everything. Somewhere in 
the stands sat Mildred, of whom he had 
once thought as his soul partner. Ah, 
bitter revelation! His soul partner! 
Her soul, her shriveled Main Street 
soul, aflame over football and the 
“honor of dear old Yarvard.” Pah! 
What did she know—she—of the only 
delight left in a gray world, the knowl- 
edge that nothing counted? Pah! Pah! 

Hands sought to clutch him, and 
mechanically he avoided them, while 
still his numbed brain sought the mean- 
ing of it all. Was this, then, what life 


as he stood on 


was to be? The pounding of feet, the 
brutish contact with small minds igno- 
rant of psychoanalytical phenomena, the 
soul-torturing process of being driven 
past white line after white line? Would 
it not be better to give himself up— 
to surrender to the forces that pro- 
pelled him, and yet dragged him down? 

Gradually, through his fogged con- 
sciousness, came the realization that he 
had sunk to the ground, and that be- 
hind him loomed dank, white, cross- 
barred posts, emblematic of victory. 
“Victory!” So they called this “Vic- 
tory!” Pah! Pah! Pah! 

Dimly, as from afar, a chorus of 
puerile voices battered itself against 
his eardrums. They.were chanting: 


“Ya-a-arvard! Ya-a-arvard! Ya-a- 
arvard! Rah, rah, rah! Scrabble!” 
What did that matter? What did 


anything matter? 
Dully, he went out to the ten-yard 
line and kicked the goal. Tip Bliss. 


Double-Crossed 


RUE: The latest from Paris is that 

wigs are coming in. 

DorotHy: Can you beat it? Now 
they'll be selling us back the hair we 
had bobbed 


ready for a kiss. A white ne 
Men’s ideal, men’s fool; me: 
cause, men’s plaything. Riches. A ha 
life in the desert with the 
Knickers. 
Harper's: 
girl. 


sheik 


Motherhood in a your 
Diffidence and a bal:-masque. Co 
steel and a haughtiness queenly. M 
lady at the cupboard. Safe and sane. 
The American Magazine: H 
father’s darling expectantly. The st 
nographer capable with curls. Taffy 
taffy....Ready for the camera, pawii 
baby clothes, steaming dishes, the ca 
party and her evening gown. Succes 
Beautiful Womanhood: Skin. 
Edmund J. Kiefer. 
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THE COLDEST LIVING GRADUATE 
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IN THE COLLEGE YELL MANNER 











So frank and helen 
were wed at last and 
lived happily ever after 


almost up to the time 
of the divorce 


Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Buttermilk and bones! 
Rattle up the back fence! 
Look at Willie Jones! 
















gently the passionate 
maiden broomed his 
trashy remains down 
the front steps and so 
on into the twilight 






Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Sock-a-noodle-doo! 
Talcum on a tadpole! 
Who the heck are you? 









Came the dawn and ’ 
if the orb of day didnt 
paint the awakenin 
hills with purple gold 
|taupe and spud tan 


Rah! Rah! Rah! 

Applessece and socks! 
icker shirts and soup seeds! 

Hems and haws and hocks! 


To Twem P (oa looks to me like some 
dirty work were afoo 
: airs Said the scavenger as 


he stepped out of one} 
bucket into another 








Rah! Rah! Rah! 

Whiskers on a clam! 
Ankles on a slip-horn! 
We should care a slam! 





|booo00om rang out 


an awfully good 
|\explosion somewhere 
to the sov’sou’west 2 










Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Gadgets on a goose! 
Sip 2_sack of soageuds! 
Let that woman 


oose! 












wallaby said the wal- | 
4 laby looking him right 
“(7,9 = Straight in the eye 
Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Boil a bale of bats! 


Crocodiles and gee-strings! 
Kick ‘em in the slats! 






















my loved my loved 
bellowed kathleen ¢ 
my soul my life my LNA 
all my entirety my it C4 
or what have you ~ 











Rah! Rah! Rah! 

Chickadees and sneers! 
Angels every seven feet! 
Darling, dry your tears! 


4 back you hi henry 
i shrilled bertha the 
beautiful blacksmith 


as She loosed the ragi 
animal vpon him 




















tabaccer 


Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Whillletrees and sand! 

Mama, Gracie’s gonna sing! 
Aint the gravy grand! 


oh. said the janitress 
with a slight catch =. 
in her voice as she 
gathered up the smooth 
green young worms 
Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Coming ‘round the bend! 


Caviar and battleboats! 
Try the other end! 
milton milton cried 


3 3 little nell clinging to 
his Comparatively manl 
five feet two and 32 hal 
whats the big idea 


Rah! Rah! Rah! 

Bums and glphabets! 
Wedding bells and bad words! 
Sleet and cigarets! 












































watch his cigar 
wheezed mildred 
to the pursuers 
just as the dan 
thing exploded 


Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Wrinkles on a wren! 
Roses on a gnat’s hat! 
Ovt where men are men! 






not another word 
purred the proud beauty 


clutching her tohim 
fiercely not another 


word shut up 


Rah! Rah! Rah! 

Radio and rust! 

Isn’t she the fat—— 

My God! The dam has bust! 








She: Look! OUR TEAM IS GOING TO TRY A FORWARD PASS, 
He: s-s-SH! DON’T LET EVERYBODY KNOW IT. 


Song: Father Knows Best 


HELIM RAFFERTY KEEFE O'KEEFE was a lad 
of brawn and bone, 

Two hundred pounds on the hoof he weighed and his 
muscles were steel and stone. 

His father gazed at his frame with pride and mentioned 
his lifelong dream 

Of seeing his son on old Insertnameof College’s football 
team. 


“For there you will learn to give and take,” he said, “in 
the gridiron’s strife 

The hard, hard knocks that prepare a man for the wallops 
of real life. 

It’s the man of action who wins to-day—not the bookworm 
stuffed with lore, 

So get on the football team, my lad, if in life you want to 
score!” 
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FOOTBALL TALK 
A SURE GAIN AT CENTRE 


Adelbert Arlington lacked the brawn with which O'Keefe 
had been blessed 

But he wore a 7% hat, though he boasted no 50 chest. 

His father looked at his merit card with a series of pride 
ful snorts 

And said, “My lad, I'm happy to see your excellent school 
reports. 

For it’s brains that win in the game of life—the bright men. 
not the dull; 

Don’t fret about making athletic teams—develop what's in 
your skull!” 


So Keefe pranced round on the football field while Adel- 
bert studied hard. 

The papers ran pictures of Keefe O'Keefe, Insertnameof's 
Greatest Guard, 

While Arlington pulled down a summa cum and won a 
scholarship twice. 

And their fathers said, “You'll never regret that you fol 

lowed my advice.” 


Twenty-five years elapse. An ice wagon stops on a city 
street. 

O'Keefe gets down from the step and lugs in a cake to 
Mrs. Kleet. 

“Sevenny poun’s!” he roars and Arlington marks a card 
in his cap, 

Flaps the reins on the horse’s back and murmurs a low 


“Giddap !” 


Baron ireiadns 
A Modern Introduction 
- I didn’t know you knew Edith until I saw you 
together last night. 


Sam: Oh, yes! I met her in a revolving door, and began 
going around with her 





If the Colleges Spoke Out 


V ANTED—A-1 halfback; experi- 
ence necessary; free tuition in 
R’s; easy, pleasant work guaranteed 
wntil last 2 games of season; part- 
me job with no objection to appli- 
cant picking up loose change on side; 
eht wages to right party. Apply side 
trance, U. or Mopernicus, daily 9-5. 


Hicu-Grape Assassin needed to fill 
ckle position on rising Mid-Western 

no bar on illiteracy, but must be 
le to make cross on payroll; working 
‘thes and blackjacks furnished with- 


it charge. Dean, Box 7-19-2-6. 


PROFESSIONAL STRONG MEN, between 
+45; are you discouraged? Have you 
lost your grip on life? Do you want 
iresh start? We want you! Blahwah 
ollege offers you opportunity to stage 
me-back. W’k only one day a week; 
ill pay. Pictures inserted gratis in 
Sun. rotogravure sections. See CoL.e- 
\ATE, Blahwah, Employees’ Entrance. 


Wantep—Linemen without scruples 
against murder; ex-convicts preferred, 
ut applicants with clean slates not ex- 
luded; immunity from arrest guaran- 
ed; hospital close to premises; “Beats 
Sing Sing,” says Mayhem Murphy, in 
cur employ 12 yrs. Umpn Institute 
ring night bell). 


Casu oN Detivery—Look over these 
quotations, boys: Goal from field, $20; 


A MUD GUARD 


touchdown, $50; maiming opponent, 
$75; killing opponent, $150. Payment 
absolutely assured before leaving field. 
Transportation furnished on fast trains 
leaving town hourly. GopeLpuM UNIv. 


Tip Bliss. 


HE Ideal Tour—from the cellar to 
the refrigerator. 


The Team 


T began the season undismayed by 

the fact that it was facing one of 
the hardest schedules in years. The 
team has suffered few defeats and the 
scores of its opponents have been kept 
comparatively low, considering that the 
schedule was one of the hardest in 
years. The coaches, while 
dent of ultimate victory, are not los- 
ing sight of the fact that the schedule 
is one of the hardest in years. They 
are particularly encouraged by the 
morale of the entire squad, the best 
of spirit prevailing in spite of the fact 
that the players are in the throes of 
one of the hardest schedules in years. 
What is believed to have had more 
than anything else to do with the 
development of the “fighting spirit” is 
the knowledge on the part of the 
players themselves that they are up 
against one of the hardest schedules in 
years. While conceding the possibility 
of defeat, coaches and men have every 
reason to look forward hopefully to 
victory in the Big Game which will 
wind up what is admittedly one of the 
hardest schedules in years. 

Foster Ware. 


Polished 
. HAT special studies is 
daughter taking at college?” 
“Cigarette inhalation, high-ball con- 
struction, genteel snubbing and general 
cosmetics.” 


confi- 


your 
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WHEN THE GOVERNMENT OWNS THE RAILROADS 


CONGRESSMAN BLUFFIT MAKES GOOD ON HIS CAMPAIGN 


FOR RASPBERRY CORNERS. 


PROMISE OF A NEW RAILROAD STATION 
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THIS— 
Is What Modern 
Collegians Laugh At 
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THE HOT SPORT THE FAIR CQ-ED 








THE OLD HOOCH 





NE COIPPFURE PREMALYI rue COIPPURR MAL! 

















Inspiration 
NF ae has not felt the urge to rise 
When dawn bursts red upon the 
hill, 
Ta seize new vigor from the skies 
\nd lift the burden with a will; 
Or. picking up the heavy task 
Vhere yestereve it weary stopped, 
lo find that dullness, like a mask, 
lad fallen off when darkness 
dre »pped ? 


» has not felt a sluggard when 

ie morning sun has risen first, 

1as not sought the task again 
Vith muscles new, for work athirst? 

has not felt the morning air 

enew his pride in work well done, 

Or thought the early tasks more fair? 
Vell, I have not, for one. 


G. Edward Pendray. 


The Suggestion 
““T’HE Mapabeeli,” continued the 
famous lecturer, “are a domestic 
, highly practical, and devoid of all 
ise of humor.” 
That reminds me,” 
ded man in the ninth row. 
phone my wife.” 


reflected a bald- 
“T must 





NTHROPOLOGISTS = say 

* *esty is not a natural attribute and 
1¢ m with clothes. It seems to have 
e out with them, too. 


mod- 





LL the world’s a stage and each 
man in his time tries to play the 
<ophone. 
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This Picture Has No Title 


$1,000.00 in Prizes to the Winners of this Title Contest 


For the best titles to this cartoon, Lire will award prizes as follows: 


First Prize......... $500 
SECOND PRIZE....... $300 


THIRD PRIZE........ $150 
FourtTH PRIZE...... $5 


CONDITIONS 


Y “best” is understood that title 
which most cleverly and briefly de- 
scribes the picture reproduced above. 
The Contest is now open and open 
to everybody, whether subscribers for 
Lire or not, and will close at this 
office at noon on Saturday, Dec. 20, 1924. 
Titles will be judged by three mem- 
bers of Lire’s Editorial Staff, and their 
decision will be final. 

Titles may be original, or may be a 
quotation from some well-known au- 
thor, and should not exceed twenty 
words each. Contestants may send in 
more than one title, but not more than 
ten in one envelope. 

Should two or more persons submit 
the title selected as best, second best, 


each will be awarded the ful 
amount of the prize tied for. 

The final award will be announced 
as early as possible after the close of 
the Contest (allowing for completion of 
the final reading). Checks will be sent 
simultaneously with the announcement 
of the award. 

The members of Luire’s Staff, of 
course, are not permitted to compete. 
All titles should be addressed to Lire’s 
Picture Title Contest, 598 Madison 
Avenue, New York, N. Y. Envelopes 
should contain nothing but the compet- 
ing titles, typewritten or very plainly 
written, using one side of paper only, 
with the address of the 


etc., 


name and 
sender on each sheet. 





T is the day of the big game. In 


the stand a fair damsel nestles into 


her Hudson Sealskin coat of muskrat 


fur, and adjusts her complexion with 


skin 
Her hero jogs 


a scrap of chamois which once 


covered a young goat 


onto the field in his brown canvas mole- 


kin and receives the pigskin ol shee p's 
hyoct om a student manager clad tt 
hi naraffiined lines This is bi 

; ‘ wm th erediros 





The Skin Game 


But, 
whistle 


nicely printed on the best bond. 


alas, it is not to be, for the 
blows and he takes a place on the bench, 
He is only a substitute himself 


mer ¢ 


E.nd of the Season 
S Ite (how dave are ver ancl the 


priector on te trum m the hw 
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PRICE GLORY?” 


The Winning Play 


(As Reported by One of Our Authors of the School of Dismalism) 


IFE seemed futile indeed to Harold 

Scrabble stood on his own 
ten-yard line hopelessly awaiting what 
the future might bring forth. What 
was the use of it all? he asked him- 
self. After that game there would be 
other games—games played against a 
drab sky by drab-faced, drab-clad men 
like himself. Yet how unlike himself ! 
And to what end? But he must go on. 
Driven...driven.... 

Subconsciously he saw the ball float 
into his arms. They expected him to 
run with it. To run! His lip curled. 
Yes, he must run. 

He ran, feet plodding up and down, 
while his mind groped with the utter 
inutility of everything. Somewhere in 
the stands sat Mildred, of whom he had 
once thought as his soul partner. Ah, 
bitter revelation! His soul partner! 
Her soul, her shriveled Main Street 
soul, aflame over football and _ the 
“honor of dear old Yarvard.” Pah! 
What did she know—she—of the only 
delight left in a gray world, the knowl- 
edge that nothing counted? Pah! Pah! 

Hands sought to clutch him, and 
mechanically he avoided them, while 
still his numbed brain sought the mean- 
ing of it all. Was this, then, what life 


as he 


was to be? The pounding of feet, the 
brutish contact with small minds igno- 
rant of psychoanalytical phenomena, the 
soul-torturing process of being driven 
past white line after white line? Would 
it not be better to give himself up— 
to surrender to the forces that pro- 
pelled him, and yet dragged him down? 

Gradually, through his fogged con- 
sciousness, came the realization that he 
had sunk to the ground, and that be- 
hind him loomed dank, white, cross- 
barred posts, emblematic of victory. 
“Victory!” So they called this “Vic- 
tory!” Pah! Pah! Pah! 

Dimly, as from afar, a chorus of 
puerile voices battered itself against 
his eardrums. They were chanting: 


“Ya-a-arvard! Ya-a-arvard! Ya-a- 
arvard! Rah, rah, rah! Scrabble!” 
What did that matter? What did 


anything matter? 
Dully, he went out to the ten-yard 
line and kicked the goal. Tip Bliss. 


Double-Crossed 
RUE: The latest from Paris is that 
wigs are coming in. 
DorotHy: Can you beat it? Now 
they’ll be selling us back the hair we 
had bobbed 


Magazine Impressions of 
Women 


HE LADIES HOME 
JOURNAI 
gloriously 


Sensible 


beauty Maternity 


Sweet dreams and’ a pretty 


love. Puritanism and a politi 





cal future 
The Saturday Evening Post 
and a gorgeous 
\ heart-to-heart 

helpfully. Kaee 
brook But her 


| daughter and lohn sm 


Shapeliness rampant 


Young lite 
shimmering 
confidential 
deep im sth 
father 


spiration, Lowe. Yards of hack 
Distance Flegance in black 
Srreke 

Vanity Pater Naughty 
reatag lity An impishness and a 


compromise, Nothing to do but 


wear clothes at men. lmmensity 


of shape and a mad dance. Her 
past, her past 
The Cosmopolitan: Paint 





A white neck 
Men's ideal, men's fool: men's 
A hard 
sheiks 


ready for a kiss 
cause, men's plaything. Riches 


life in the desert with the 
Knickers 
Harper "s . 


girl. 


Motherhood in a young 
Cold 
Mi- 
Safe and sane. 


Diffidence and a bal masque 
steel and a haughtiness queenly. 
lady at the cupboard. 


The American Magasine: Her 
father’s darling expectantly. The ste- 
nographer capable with curls. Taffy... 


taffy....Ready for the camera, pawing 
baby clothes, steaming dishes, the card 
party and her evening gown. Success! 
Beautiful Womanhood: Skin. 
Edmund J. Kiefer. 

















THE COLDEST LIVING GRADUATE 
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So frank and helen 
were wed at last and 
lived happily ever after 
aimost up to the time 
of the divorce . 


Rah! Rah! Reh! 
Buttermilk and bones! 
Rattle up the beck fence! 
Look at Willie Jones! 








fently the patsionate 
maiden broomed his 
— trashy remains down 
he the front steps and so 
on into the twilighe 


Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Sock-a-noodle-doo! 
Talcum on a tadpole! 
Who the heck are you? 












came the dawn and 
Lif the orb of day didn't 


jpaint the awékenin 
hills with purple gold 
taupe dad spud tan 


Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Appleseyce and socks! 
1 


icker shirts and soup seeds! 
Hems and haws and hocks! 








a 






ce looks to me like some 
dirty work were afoot! 
Said the scavenger as 
he stepped out of one 
bucket into another | 


Rah! Rah! Rah! 

Whiskers on a clam! 

Ankles on a slip-horn! 
We should care a slam! 





boooocom rang out 
an awfully good 

explosion somewhere o 
to the sou’ sou’ west Z 





Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Gadgets on a goose! 
Sip a_sack of soapsuds! 


Let that woman loose! 


LIFE 


E COLLEGE YELL MANNER 















































”" loved ™ lower? 
bellowed haehie en 

my soul my life my 
all my entirety my 
ov whet have Bou 





Rah! Rah! Rah‘ 

Chickadees and sneers! 
Angels every seven teet! 
Darling, dry your tears! 





back you hi henry 
shrilled bertha the 
beavafeul blacksmith 


4 as she loosed the rage 
; os animal vpon him aad 
Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Whillletrees and sand! 
Mama, Gracie’s gonna sing! 
Ain't the gravy grand! 
LL 






















oh said the janitress 5 
witha slight catch 
in her voice as she 
gathered up the smooth 
green young worms 


Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Coming ‘round the bend! 
Caviar and battleboats! 
Try the other end! 


a3 milton milton cried 
= little nell clinging to 





his Comparatively manl 
five feet two and 2 hal 


whats the big idea 





Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Bums and alphabets! 

Wedding bells and bad words! 
Sleet and cigarets! 












watch his cigar 
wheezed mildred 
to the pursuers 
just as the dang 
thing exploded 


Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Wrinkles on 3 wren! 
Roses on a gnat’s hat! 
Ovt where men are men! 


Not another word 
purred the proud beauty 


clutching her to him 
fiercely not another 
word shut up 





Rah! Rah! Rah! 

Boil a bale of bats! 
Crocodiles and gee-strings! 
Kick ‘em in the slats! 





Rah! Rah! Rah! 

Radio and rust! 

Isn’t she the fat—— 

My God! The dam has bust! 



















She: LooK! OUR TEAM IS GOING TO TRY A FORWARD PASS, 
He: s-S-SH! DON’T LET EVERYBODY KNOW IT. 


Song: Father Knows Best 


HELIM RAFFERTY KEEFE O’KEEFE was a lad 
of brawn and bone, 

Two hundred pounds on the hoof he weighed and his 
muscles were steel and stone. 

His father gazed at his frame with pride and mentioned 
his lifelong dream 

Of seeing his son on old Insertnameof College’s football 
team. 


“For there you will learn to give and take,” he said, “in 
the gridiron’s strife 

The hard, hard knocks that prepare a man for the wallops 
of real life. 

It’s the man of action who wins to-day—not the bookworm 
stuffed with lore, 

So get on the football team, my lad, if in life you want to 
score!” 
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FOOTBALL TALK 

A SURE GAIN AT CENTRE 


Adelbert Arlington lacked the brawn with which O’Keefe 
had been blessed 

But he wore a 7% hat, though he boasted no 50 chest. 

His father looked at his merit card with a series of pride- 
ful snorts 

And said, “My lad, I’m happy to see your excellent school 
reports. 

For it’s brains that win in the game of life—the bright men. 
not the dull; 

Don’t fret about making athletic teams—develop what’s in 
your skull!” 


So Keefe pranced round on the football field while Adel- 
bert studied hard. 

The papers ran pictures of Keefe O’Keefe, Insertnameof’s 
Greatest Guard, 

While Arlington pulled down a summa cum and won a 
scholarship twice. 

And their fathers said, “You'll never regret that you fol- 
lowed my advice.” 


Twenty-five years elapse. An ice wagon stops on a city 
street. 

O’Keefe gets down from the step and lugs in a cake to 
Mrs. Kleet. 

“Sevenny poun’s!” he roars and Arlington marks a card 
in his cap, 

Flaps the reins on the horse’s back and murmurs a low 
“Giddap !” Baron Ireland. 


A Modern Introduction 


IM: I didn’t know you knew Edith until I saw you 
together last night. 

Sam: Oh, yes! I met her in a revolving door, and began 
going around with her. 





If the Colleges Spoke Out 
ANTED—A-1 halfback; experi- 


ence necessary; free tuition in 
3 R’s; easy, pleasant work guaranteed 
until last 2 games of season; part- 
time job with no objection to appli- 
cant picking up loose change on side; 
right wages to right party. Apply side 
entrance, U. or Mopernicus, daily 9-5. 


Hicu-Grape Assassin needed to fill 
tackle position on rising Mid-Western 
11; no bar on illiteracy, but must be 
able to make cross on payroll; working 
clothes and blackjacks furnished with- 
out charge. Dean, Box 7-19-2-6. 


PROFESSIONAL STRONG MEN, between 
30-45; are you discouraged? Have you 
lost your grip on life? Do you want 
fresh start? We want you! Blahwah 
College offers you opportunity to stage 
come-back. W’k only one day a week; 
full pay. Pictures inserted gratis in 
Sun. rotogravure sections. See CoL.e- 
GIATE, Blahwah, Employees’ Entrance. 


Wantep—Linemen without scruples 
against murder; ex-convicts preferred, 
but applicants with clean slates not ex- 
cluded; immunity from arrest guaran- 
teed; hospital close to premises; “Beats 
Sing Sing,” says Mayhem Murphy, in 
our employ 12 yrs. Umpn INstITUTE 
(ring night bell). 


Casu oN De.ivery—Look over these 
quotations, boys: Goal from field, $20; 


A MUD GUARD 


touchdown, $50; maiming opponent, 
$75; killing opponent, $150. Payment 
absolutely assured before leaving field. 
Transportation furnished on fast trains 
leaving town hourly. GopeLpum UNniv. 
Tip Bliss. 


HE Ideal Tour—from the cellar to 
the refrigerator. 


The Team 


T began the .season undismayed by 

the fact that it was facing one of 
the hardest schedules in years. The 
team has suffered few defeats and the 
scores of its opponents have been kept 
comparatively low, considering that the 
schedule was one of the hardest in 
years. The coaches, while confi 
dent of ultimate victory, are not los 
ing sight of the fact that the schedule 
is one of the hardest in years. They 
are particularly encouraged by the 
morale of the entire squad, the 
of spirit prevailing in spite of the fact 
that the players are in the throes of 


best 


one of the hardest schedules in years. 
What is believed to had 
than anything with the 
development of the “fighting spirit’’ is 
the knowledge on the part of the 
players themselves that they are up 


have more 


else to do 


against one of the hardest schedules in 
years. While conceding the possibility 
of defeat, coaches and men have every 
look 
victory in the Big Game which will 
wind up what is admittedly one of the 
hardest schedules in years. 
Foster Ware. 


Polished 

. HAT special 

daughter taking at college?’ 

“Cigarette inhalation, high-ball con- 

struction, genteel snubbing and general 
cosmetics.” 


reason to forward hopefully to 


studies is your 
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WHEN THE GOVERNMENT OWNS THE RAILROADS 


CONGRESSMAN BLUFFIT MAKES GOOD ON 


FOR RASPBERRY CORNERS. 


HIS CAMPAIGN PROMISE OF A NEW RAILROAD STATION 





THIS— 
Is What Modern 
Collegians Laugh At 
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THE HOT SPORT THE FAIR CQ-ED 


THE OLD HOOCH 


THE COIFFURE (FEMALE) THE COIFFURE (MALE) 





And THIS— “4 
Is What A 
C 


Does the Laughing 


THE INA CLAIRE CLIP 











THE YOUNG HOOCH 


By John Held, Jr. 
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THE LOCAL EYESORE THE SHEIK 








URRY up, Dick!” called a 
brown - eyed, curly - haired 
youth of nineteen as he 
grabbed up a football and 
ran out onto the field. 

“I’m coming,” replied 
Dick, seriously. “Where is Sam?” 

“Here I am,” said Sam, “and that 
was Tom who spoke first, who is 
a brown-haired, curly-eyed youth of 
nineteen, and full of mischief. We are 
the three Rover Boys, and we have 
just returned from an exciting summer 
chasing gorillas in Africa, as related 
in ‘The Rover Boys in Search of Foot- 
ball Material.’” 

“Hooray for the Rover Boys!” called 
the stands in unison. 
















‘ LEPe.- 


“Hooray!” echoed the team. 

“You are in the nick of time,” ex- 
plained the coach, Mr. Strong. “We 
have one minute left to play, and our 
ancient grid rivals have already rolled 
up over a hundred points against us.” 

“Lew Flapp has bet all his money 
on the opposing team,” whispered Dick. 

“He is playing a trombone in the col- 
lege band,” offered Sam. “I wonder 
what there is in it.” 

“Air,” said Tom Rover merrily; and 
every one shouted with laughter. 

“One - two-three - four!” went the 
quarterback, calling signals. 

“Oomp -oomp-oomp-oomp!” went 
Flapp’s trombone, drowning them out 
as fast as they were called. 
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The Five Yard 

























Oh, Madeleine,. write _— 
Mr. Chester Ivers Garde a 
|_— abovt the pass we are 
forwarding. to him on hig 
forty-five yard line 
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AN EASTERNER’S MENTAL PICTURE OF THE “WESTERN CONFERENCE 
CHAMPIONSHIP” 





How the Rover Boys Won the a 


“Stop!” cried Tom; and rushing pell- 
mell into the midst of the school mu- 
sicians, the fun-loving Rover thrust his 
arm down Flapp’s trombone and pulled 
it inside out, so that the only way he 
could play it was to get inside. 

“That quashes the first of your mean 
tricks, Lew Flapp,” he said. 

“Hooray for the Rover Boys!” called 
the stands. 

On came the opposing team, and 
Tom Rover had the ball. What should 
he do? With but a moment’s pause, 
the brave youth turned and ran. In- 
asmuch as he had already run through 
three series and nine editions he soon 
out-distanced his pursuers. Then, as 
they fell panting behind him, he turned 
again and loped easily back over their 
prostrate forms for a touchdown, 

“Hooray! Hooray!” called every one. 

“No doubt Sam Rover’s steady toe 
will now pilot the pigskin unerringly 
through the air for the goal after 
touchdown,” said Mr. Strong. 

Sam kicked the ball, when to the 
astonishment of every one it was seen 
to halt in mid-air between the posts, 
and then leap back at him. With but 
a moment’s pause Tom Rover bit his 
teeth, climbed up the goal-posts and 
tore loose a large piece of chicken-wire 
which Lew Flapp had fastened there. 

“Some day that sneak will go too 
far,” he said. 

“Three cheers for the Rover Boys!” 
called the Oak Hall devotees, knowing 
that the game was won. 

The cheers were given with a will; 
and the contents of that will, and how 
it affected the fortunes not only of the 
Rover Boys but also of their missing 
step-uncle being held captive in Bo- 

livia, will be related in the next volume 
of this series entitled: “The Rover 
Boys in the Subway; or, How Tom Got 
Lost in a Turnstile Gate.” And here 
let us say Good-by. 
Corey Ford. 


Physiology 
EACHER: Here, you young scoun- 
drel! Why did you put this pin in 

my chair? 

Bricnt Pupit: I was just showin’ 
the class how nerve impulses are sent 
to the human brain. 





asa a word spoken in jest doesn’t 
get a laugh from the first-nighters. 




















Inspiration 
HO has not felt the urge to rise 
When dawn bursts red upon the 
hill, 
To seize new vigor from the skies 
And lift the burden with a will; 
Or, picking up the heavy task 
Where yestereve it weary stopped, 
To find that dullness, like a mask, 
Had fallen off when darkness 


dropped ? 


Who has not felt a sluggard when 
The morning sun has risen first, 
Or has not sought the task again 
With muscles new, for work athirst? 
Who has not felt the morning air 
Renew his pride in work well done, 
Or thought the early tasks more fair? 
Well, I have not, for one. 


G. Edward Pendray. 






The Suggestion 
““T°HE Mapabeeli,” continued the 
famous ‘lecturer, “are a domestic 
race, highly practical, and devoid of all 
sense of humor.” 
“That reminds me,” reflected a bald- 















headed man in the ninth row. “I must 
telephone my wife.” 
NTHROPOLOGISTS say mod- 





esty is not a natural attribute and 
came in with clothes. It seems to have 
gone out with them, too. 













LL the world’s a stage and each 
man in his time tries to play the 




















































































THE BEGINNING OF THE END 








































This Picture Has No Title 
$1,000.00 in Prizes to the Winners of this Title Contest 


For the best titles to this cartoon, Lire will award prizes as follows: 


First Prize......... 
SECOND PRIZE....... 


Turrp PRIZE........ $150 
FourtTH PRIZE...... $50 


CONDITIONS 


Y “best” is understood that title 
which most cleverly and briefly de- 
scribes the picture reproduced above. 
The Contest is now open and open 
to everybody, whether subscribers for 
Lire or not, and will close at this 
office at noon on Saturday, Dec. 20, 1924. 
Titles will be judged by three mem- 
bers of Lire’s Editorial Staff, and their 
decision will be final. 

Titles may be original, or may be a 
quotation from some well-known au- 
thor, and should not exceed twenty 
words each. Contestants may send in 
more than one title, but not more than 
ten in one envelope. 

Should two or more persons submit 
the title selected as best, second best, 





etc., each will be awarded the full 
amount of the prize tied for. 

The final award will be announced 
as early as possible after the close of 
the Contest (allowing for completion of 
the final reading). Checks will be sent 
simultaneously with the announcement 
of the award. 

The members of Luire’s Staff, of 
course, are not permitted to compete. 
All titles should be addressed to Lire’s 
Picture Title Contest, 598 Madison 
Avenue, New York, N. Y. Envelopes 
should contain nothing but the compet- 
ing titles, typewritten or very plainly 
written, using one side of paper only, 
with the name and address of the 


sender on each sheet. 





[7 is the day of the big game. In 
the stand a fair damsel nestles into 
her Hudson Sealskin coat of muskrat 
fur, and adjusts her complexion with 
a scrap of chamois skin which once 
covered a young goat. Her hero jogs 
onto the field in his brown canvas mole- 
skins and receives the pigskin of sheep’s 
hide from a student manager clad in 
oilskin of paraffined linen. This is his 
last chance to star on the gridiron, for 
next June he will get his sheepskin, 








The Skin Game 


nicely printed on the best bond. But, 
alas, it is not to be, for the whistle 
blows and he takes a place on the bench. 
He is only a substitute himself. 

ae a 


End of the Season 
“|= dog days are over,” said the 


proprietor, as he stood on the high- 
way nailing shut his Hot Frank- 
furter stand. 
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Hymn of Hate 


I hate College Boys; 
They get under my feet. 


HERE are the Boy Butterflies ; 
The Haberdashers’ Livelihood. 
Society would be on the rocks without them; 
They are as much a part of every tea 
As the watercress sandwiches. 
They list all the débutantes 
In Grades A, B, and C, 
And proceed accordingly. 
Once they get into their stride, 
The Opposite Sex hasn’t a prayer. 
They are great boys in the moonlight, 
And if there were ever a contest in sitting out dances 
They could enter at scratch. 
They are always dropping lavender envelopes, 
Or returning photographs, 
Or leaving word that they are not at home 
In case a woman’s voice asks for them on the telephone. 
They wish to God the girls would leave them alone,— 
That falls right in with my plans. 


HEN there are the Athletes; 
All Full of Red Blood, or What Have You? 

They eat their meat just this side of raw, 

They are constantly flinging windows open, 

And they can hardly wrench themselves out of their cold 
showers. 

They may be the Biceps Kings, 

But if you sneak up on them suddenly, 

And ask them who discovered America, 

They have to rack their memories. 

They are all due to make a big name in 
the business world; 

Look at the way they can tear telephone 
books in half, 

And bend silver quarters, 

And chin themselves seventy-five con- 
secutive times. 

When football comes into the conver- 
sation, 

It turns out that they are the boys who 
wrote the rules. 

They are always doing something help- 
ful,— 

You find them on bathing-beaches 

Forming human pyramids; 

Or on country club verandas 

Holding rocking-chairs out at arm’s 
length ; 

Or standing on their hands 

In some lucky girl's parlor. 

It’s rough that they have to be cramped 
up in cities; 

Way up in the clean, cold, silent out- 
of-doors, 

That’s where they ought to be,— 

And now! 





* By Dorothy Parker 


HERE are the Hot Puppies; 

The High-Place Hitters. 
They may be young as years go, 
But they are old in night life. 
You would never dream of the wicked things that go on 
If they didn’t take pity 
And clear it all up for you. 
They have piled up a nasty record for themselves ; 
Try and hear it without blushing. 
They tear the town wide open 
Until nearly eleven o'clock at night, 
They talk right back to policemen, 
And when it comes to alcohol, 
They imply that they can take it or let it alone,— 
Reading from left to right. 
They concede that they are just about as scarlet as they 

come, 

And they perform a mean laugh, 
And say that terrible isn’t the word for them,— 
I heard different. 


ND there are the Heavy Thinkers; 
The Boys That Know the Answers. 

Bring up any subject at all 

And they'll be glad to set you right on it. 

I forget what they go to college for: 

It can’t be education, 

Because they had all that under control 
years ago. 

They don’t go so big on a dance floor, 

But when the party gets loose, 

And Greek irregular verbs are being 
bandied about, 

They are the hit of the evening. 

They can hold their audiences spell- 
bound ; 

If it isn’t the latest trigonometry prob- 
lem that’s going the rounds, 

Then it’s the good one the boys are 
telling 

About the advantages of the parliamen- 
tary form of government. 

If they were to appear in public 

Without a book under their arm 

They would feel as if they had coms 
out without their socks. 

They seldom hear, when they are 
spoken to; 

It’s because their heads are so full 

Of little gems of old-world philos- 
ophy,— 

You know the old crack: 

Nietzsche abhors a vacuum. 


I hate College Boys; 
They get under my feet. 
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In order to see the Armistice parade, he arrives two hours early 
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HIS number of Lire 
still awaits the news 
of the election but can 
safely express thankful- 
ness that the campaign 
is over. Many minds 
actively concerned in it 
8 will doubtless have felt 
the need of a bath, for 
at best a presidential election is a 
fairly dirty job, indispensable to free 
government, but not very nice. Let us 
all highly resolve now to speak the 
truth until further notice and not give 
ourselves unnecessarily to disparage- 
ment of our fellows. 

That is the worst of presidential 
campaigns, that they are so apt to run 
to personal disparagement. If you are 
really in it hard for a candidate you 
want to elect, it is almost inevitable 
that you should point out the defects 
in the records and the characters of 
the candidates opposed. A campaign 
is a general process of showing up 
everybody that is running for office. 
Exposure comes to look like a virtue, 
but oftentimes it runs to very small 
matters, as when columns of news- 
papers were devoted to the accusation 
that Mr. Coolidge when Vice-President 
had exacted a fee for an address on 
some occasion when a fee was hardly 
proper. All the same, a feature of the 
campaign was the reluctance of every- 
body to be really rough with Mr. 
Coolidge. There was a feeling about 
it that he was a sort of sacred cow 
who really must not be rumpled more 
than was absolutely necessary. The 
prevailing sentiment was faithfully re- 
flected in the venerable frontier story 
about “Do not shoot the organist, he 
is doing his best.” Mr. Coolidge did 
not escape all disparagement, but there 
was that feeling that he was doing his 
best and that everybody knew it, and 





that inconsiderate assaults on him 
would be not only improper but un- 
profitable. 

At this writing there is a general 
feeling that the country has not been 
really worked up over the campaign; 
that it has been dull; that nobody has 
been really frightened by any of the 
candidates nor moved to a real frenzy 
about any of the issues. André Tar- 
dieu says in a letter to the World 
that it has been the same in Great 
Britain, Germany and France; that 
in all those countries an immense 
majority has been completely indif- 
ferent to political issues and party 
politics. People care something about 
economics for they still want to be fed 
and clothed and housed and have gaso- 
line and coal, and get about comfort- 
ably, and pay their bills and have some 
fun if possible, but they seem to have 
given up the notion that salvation is 
coming to them through politicians. 
Hereabouts it has been as if we 
had been playing a game that was 
played out but the motions of which 
it was necessary to go through. People 
think a little about economics, as said, 
but they must be thinking of something 
else besides, something the politicians 
are not on to. Perhaps if the Rev. 
Harry Emerson Fosdick had run for 
something and made an issue out of 
free will in religion, we might really 
have gotten some sparks when the 
iron was hit. 





Laer 

ERCY HAUGHTON got out of 

football whatever there is in it, and 
there is something in it of course. The 
story of his going from the Columbia 
football field to a hospital to die of 
angina left one astonished that a man 





with angina should still have had to 
do with coaching football teams. But 
probably Haughton did not know he 
had angina. He became head coach of 
the Harvard football team in 1908 
(being then about 33), taught his 
teams to win, and kept his college at 
the head of the football procession 
for eight years. Then he went to the 
war. During the last two years, as 
coach of Columbia, he had demon- 
strated that he still understood how 
football should be done. 


& 
might be discussed what depart- 

ment of human activities football be- 
longs in. To say it belongs to sport 
hardly defines it enough. Its problems 
are not unlike the problems of mili- 
tary science; it deals with forces in 
a fashion that relates it to physics; 
there are elements of psychology in it. 
It seems to be very important. Prob- 
ably everything competitive is impor- 
tant in one way or another. It does 
not seem to dispassionate observers 
that when two football teams compete, 
it makes much difference to humanity 
which one beats, but certainly the man- 
ner of the competition does make a 
difference. That it should be fair, that 
it should be honorable, good-tempered, 
attentive to the rules of the game—all 
those points are important and are 
related to civilization. A country’s 
civilization may be judged by its sports. 
Its laws, its literature, its architecture, 
its art look much more important, but 
they are all expressions of something 
that also finds its expression in sport. 
So probably such a master of a major 
sport as Haughton was has earned a 
more distinguished place among the 
leaders of his day than sophisticated 
critics are likely to give him. Being a 
football coach may seem a second-rate 
job as compared with the great pro- 
fessions and the organization of busi- 
ness, but it is an employment that calls 
to its own, and its own respond, and 
great is their glory in the younger 
generation of their day. 

And, of course, you can not run a 
college nowadays without a football 
coach, and a job that is recognized as 
essential to secondary education is not 
one to be disparaged. 

E. S. Martin. 
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“The Fecund Mrs. Tanqueray” et al. 


HENEVER an old play is announced for revival, 

especially if it is of the 1890 period, there is intense 
excitement among the critics to see if it is going to be as 
effective to-day as it was when it was first produced. This 
is like wondering if an audience at a public reading of 
“Robinson Crusoe” will get nervous at the part where 
Friday’s footprints are discovered. 

With playwrights and managers what they are (and they 
certainly are) any situation which has once been proved 
effective is fair game for use again. A situation which 
was new and startling in 1890 has probably been repeated 
since then some four thousand times. This would have a 
tendency to reduce any thunderbolt quality that it may 
once have had. 

It is useless, therefore, to expect people to gasp when 
Paula Tanqueray discovers that the man her step-daughter 
wants to marry is an old butter-and-egg man of hers. For 
years we have been seeing ladies presented to gentlemen 
on the stage and then, when the rest, have left the room, 
say: “You! What are you doing here?” The surprising 
thing nowadays would be for it to turn out that she had 
never seen him before in her life, much less had any 
nonsense with him. 





HE best that a resuscitated success can hope to do is 

not to drag and to supply the actors with a chance 
to give an interpretation which can be compared with that 
of Mrs. Pat Campbell, or Madge Lessing, or the creator 
of the role. In these respects, “The Second Mrs. Tan- 
queray” succeeds and justifies its revival. 

As a matter of fact, it shows up a great many of its 
imitators and stands pretty much in a class by itself 
among plays dealing with a lady trying to live down her 
past. The best part of it is that its moral is not evi- 
dent. It may have no moral at all. Paula can not be 
taken as typical of women in her position, for there are 
also the complications of her jealousy for the girl and 
her very nasty disposition. In the scene where she insists 
loudly that she is a “good woman” one is tempted to para- 
phrase Fannie Brice and add “but awfully bad company.” 

So you can’t say that Pinero meant to show that a 
past can’t be lived down, because it might very well have 
worked out all right if Paula hadn’t been so touchy. In 
fact, you can’t say that it proves anything, which is a 
wonderful thing in a play to our way of thinking. It 
isn’t often in real life that anything is proven (if we may 
indulge in a little innocent philosophy). 


Not having seen Peg Woffington, or whoever it was, 

as the original Paula, we are unable to contribute 
anything very good by way of comparison with Ethel 
Barrymore’s performance. And not knowing exactly what 
Pinero had in mind (this is Pinero’s fault), we are unable 
to write very much about her reading of the important lines 
of the play. All we know is that Miss Barrymore suited 
us, which is more than a lot of people do. 
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HATEVER faults plays written by vaudevillians may 

have, they are usually very crisp as to dialogue. In 
vaudeville there can be no waits. Every line has to do 
something and do it quickly or it will get stepped on by the 
next. When you have twelve minutes in which to get your 
stuff across, you can’t go mooning about the stage tapping 
your eyeglasses on your thumbnail and saying: “Love is like 
some great abyss filled with dead flowers,” or, “After all, 
Lady Fna, life is what we make it.” 

The Nugents (J. C., Elliott, and Ruth) have brought out 
a new little play called “The Rising Son,” the chief virtue 
and the chief fault of which lie in its dialogue. A play 
written by a non-vaudevillian containing as much talk on a 
stretch as “The Rising Son” has, would be unbearably long. 
With the snap which the two-a-day influence has injected 
into it, in spite of the occasional odor of gag-lines and the 
elder Nugent’s Keith circuit mannerism of looking out 
toward the entrance while waiting for his laughs, the playlet 
becomes quite a pleasant evening’s entertainment. In those 
moments when it is pretty bad, the wholesome and refresh- 
ing’ presence of the three Nugents themselves (J. C., Elliott, 
and Ruth) serves as an antidote. Anything by and with the 
Nugents is all right with us, whether it is good or not. 





E were late in getting around to seeing “The Farm- 

er’s Wife,” and while we could have managed all right 
if we had never seen it, it wasn’t exactly a wasted evening. 
Pleasant, you might call it. Devonshire dialect, if well 
done, seldom palls on us, and there is more Devonshire 
dialect in “The Farmer’s Wife” than you ever heard in 
or out of Devon. Mr. James Jolley alone is worth the 
comparatively small sum that you will have to pay for a 
seat. Mr. and Mrs. Coburn are the leading spirits in the 
thing, but that is not why we liked it. 

Robert Benchlcy. 





More or Less Serious 


Alloy. Princess—To be 
week. 

Ashes. National—Florence Reed in tears. 

Cobra. Longacre—Well-acted infidelity. 

Conscience. Belmont—Social and _ sexual 
ethics galvanized by Miss Foster's perform- 


ance. 
Dancing Mothers. Mazine Elliott’s—The 
(personified by Helen 


Younger Generation 
Hayes) throwing the customary scare into 
the old ‘uns. 

The Fake. Hudson—Godfrey Tearle as a 
virile exponent of the theory that a little kill- 
ing now and then would help the world along. 

dormin Gemier. Jolson’s Fifty-Ninth St.— 
The Odéon Company from Paris in repertoire. 

High Stakes. Eltinge—Not much, in spite 
of Lowell Sherman. 

My Son. Nora Bayes—Cape Cod Portu- 
guese and their problems. 

ain. Gaiety—Still here. 

The Second Mrs. Tanqueray. 
viewed in this issue. 

Tiger Cats. Belasco—Robert Loraine and 
Katharine Cornell in something which doesn’t 
matter an_ awful lot. 

What Price Glory? Plymouth—A grand 
play of the war and the marines. 

White Cargo. Daly'’s—The story of a gen- 
tleman with a sun-struck soul. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


Abie’s Irish Rose. Republic—My, my, here 
it is November again! 

The Best People. Lycewm—An old record. 

The Big Moment. Fijfty-Second St.—To 
be reviewed later. 

Comedienne. Bijou—Awful. 

Expressing Willie. Forty-Eighth 
Clever and well done. 

The Farmer’s Wife. 
in this issue, 

The Firebrand. Morosco—Bedroom farce 
in the time of Cellini, much funnier than 
those laid in modern bedrooms. Joseph 
Schildkraut as Cellini. 

Grounds for Divorce. Empire—Ina Claire 
making a medium comedy into much better 
than that. 

The Guardsman. Garrick—Delightful de- 
ceit, practiced by Alfred Lunt on Lynn Fon- 
tanne. 

The Haunted House. George M. Cohan’s 
—Wallace Eddinger in a mystery play which 
amuses if it doesn’t thrill. 

In His Arms. Fu/ton—Pretty thin show, 
with Margaret Lawrence. 

Izzy. hirty-Ninth St.—Jewish talked as 
only Jimmy Hussey can talk it. 

Lazybones. Vanderliit—Rustic 
with several very good performances. 

The Little Angel. Frazee—A _ nice little 
play about a subject which is not generally 
considered nice. 

Minick. Booth—Genuine American comedy 
with pathos and O. P. Heggie. 
Peter Pan. Knickerbocker 

later. 

Pigs. 
change. 
_ The Rising Son. 
issue. 

The Show-Off. Playhouse—Still 
the list in its class. 

The Way of the World. Cherry Lane—To 
be reviewed later. 

The Werewolf. Forty-Ninth St.—Hardly 
funny enough to excuse the dirt. 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Annie Dear. be re- 


viewed later. 
Artists and Models. Astor—Pretty bad. 
. Harris—Nice music 


Be Yourself. Sam 

and some heavy laughs. Jack Donahue and 

Queenie Smith. 
The Chocolate Dandies. 

whirlwind. 


reviewed next 


Cort—Re- 


St.— 


Comedy—Reviewed 


gossip, 


To be reviewed 
Little—Pleasant young folks for a 
Klaw—Reviewed in this 


heading 


Times Square—To 


Colonial—Negro 


, 
Owing to the time it takes to print Lire, readers should verify from the daily 
newspapers the continuance of the attractions at the theatres mentioned. 


Dixie to Broadway. Broadhurst—To be 
reviewed next week. 

The Dream Girl. Ambassador—Fay Bain- 
ter in something rather pale. 

_ Grab Bag. Globe—Ed Wynn person- 
ally. 
Grand Street Follies. Neighborhood—Still 
proving that there is a public tor an intelligent 
revue. 

Greenwich Village Follies. Shubert— 
Aside from Moran and Mack, pretty deadly. 

I'll Say She Is. Casino—A terrible show 
with the Four Marx Brothers furnishing us 
the heartiest laughs of the year. 

Kid Boots. Se/wyn—You must have seen 
Eddie Cantor in this by now. 

Marjorie. Forty-Fourth St.—Elizabeth 


Hines and Andrew Tombes in good all-around 
stuff. 

The Passing Show. Winter Garden—Jim 
Barton and that's about all. 

The Ritz Revue. Rits—Good to look at 
and occasionally fit to hear. Charlotte Green 
wood heads the list. 

Rose-Marie. /mperial—A delightful score. 

Scandals. Apollo—George White's best 
7. Lester Allen, Tom Patricola and Winnie 
.ightner. 

op Hole. Liberty—Not much. 

Vanities. Earl Carroll—A _ better show 
than when it opened, especially now that Joe 
Cook has more to do. 

Ziegfeld Follies. 
slightly new edition. 


New Amsterdam—A 
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CECIL FAYRE, WHOM MOVIE FANS WILL RECALL FOR HIS SUPERB WORK IN “THE 
GREAT NECKER,” IS SHOWN HERE DRESSING FOR THE FILMING OF HIS NEW ROLE, 
“ROWDY RILEY, THE HALFBACK OF NOTRE DAME.” 
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SPORTING CHANTS 


Scientific Tales for Scientific Tots 


What Happened to the Rude Little Eel 


AM going to tell you about some 

of the wonderful things that can 
take place in a little pool, just the 
same sort of a little marshy pool that 
any of us can see by merely going 
out and looking until we find a little 
marshy pool. I hope I can make you 
desire to go out and lie down in a 
marshy pool and just stare and stare 
at all the marvels. 

Well, in this little pool there were 
a great many baby eels. Most of 
them were of the common Anguillide 
family, but some were foreigners of 
the Murznide and Nemichthyide fam- 
ilies. There were also some _ very 
proud little eels who kept to them- 
selves, for they were Electric Eels of 
the Gymnotide family. They were 
rude to the other little eels of com- 
mon families, and when they saw a 
lot of those vulgar eels playing they 
would steal up on them from behind 
and give them terrible shocks by dis- 
charging electricity from longitudinal 
bodies lying between the skin and the 
muscles of the caudal region. They 
would then sympathize with their vic- 
tims and pretend that they had no idea 
who had discharged the electricity. 

Naturally, the common little eels 
hated the electric eels. 

Well, one day a bright little boy 
was playing by the marshy pool, and 
he saw an eel swimming gaily about 
in the water. He thought it was a 
common or fresh-water eel of the 





order Apodes, and put his finger in 
the water. But it was the biggest and 
the boldest of the electric eels! 

In a spirit of bravado the eel dis- 
charged his electricity and gave the 
little boy a dreadful shock! But the 
boy had studied electricity. Heedless of 
the electric shocks he clutched the eel 
and carried him off home. He then un- 
hooked the battery of his radio set 
and hooked in the eel. 

Thus, for day after day 
that unhappy eel was obliged 
to supply the power for 
speeches by Senators and 
operatic selections on xylo- 
phones. He was soon very 
sorry for the way he had 
treated the poor, defenseless 
eels, but he saw no escape; 
so one day he simply put his 
tail in his mouth and short- 
circuited himself. 

This should teach us who 
live in that larger pool called 
the World not to bully little 
boys and girls of foreign 
families. Morris Bishop. 





ONES: How big a farm 

did you buy? 

SmitH: Oh, between three 
and four golf courses. 





DD to list of modern hus- 
band’s duties—tune out 
radio each night. 


Lady Bug: 


What the Big Game Means 


O HER—A gorgeous riot of color 

and action, the thrill of being in- 
troduced as “Tom’s girl, you know,” 
new furs, a breathless automobile ride, 
midnight dinner and dancing. 


To Him—Just about everything, with 
the possible exception of Her. 

To His Mother—Frantic preparation 
of picnic lunch, a bale of coats, sweat- 
ers, and blankets, the dust of a million 
motor cars, too much excitement, and 
a fierce desire to leap out of the stands 
and yank those men off Tom. 


To His Father—Arising in the chill 
dawn, filling what shops advertise as a 
“container,” casually exhibiting sport- 
page clippings to business friends, a 
summons or two from alien motorcycle 
cops, recurrence of rheumatic twinges 
from contact with cold concrete. 

To Villages en route—Fines from 
actual and alleged speed maniacs 
which assure (1) the new court house 
by spring, (2) the regilding of. the 
Union soldier in the square, (3) a 
half-interest in the local filling sta- 
tion by the two motorcycle policemen. 

Staniey Jones. 


Modus Vivendi 
“FIDOOR Ella, they say she is living 
in a non-housekeeping apartment.” 
“That’s what she gets for marrying 

a non-housekeeping husband.” 





NEXT STOP 
WELL, GOOD-BY, AGNES—I’LL MEET 
YOU AT THE FIRST BUNKER. 
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They Call It Football 


(Co E with the snows that the poets have spoken of, 
Gone, as they put it so quaintly, to stay 
(Hence the emotion these tears are a token of), 
Gone is the Football they used to display. 
No more the struggles of titans and giants, 
Giving no quarter and taking no half; 
Now the brave guard is forbidden by Science 
To bury his teeth in the quarterback’s calf. 


Progress of what is called Civilization 
Doubtless has speeded the way that it went. 
All I know now is the sad situation: 
Football is merely a Social Event. 
Sport is not all, for the hero that we know; 
Now he has other engagements to fill. 
Straight from the locker-room to the Casino— 
Hot off the Gridiron onto the Grill. 


Now the bold warrior punts with propriety, 
Sparing his toe for the afternoon tea; 
Changes his cleats for the pumps of society 
Where he may trip what fantastics there be! 
No more may any one step on his countenance. 
Now he takes out not his man but his girl; 
Summons a taxi instead of an ambulance 
So he may tackle a giddier whirl. 


When I see athletes as hardy as hickory 
Mingle esthetics with primitive stuff ; 
When I see Hercules fall for Terpsichore, 
Then I think matters have gone far enough. 
Hence I give warning that this loyal fan turns 
If Football should ever develop a Soul, 
And they string all the goal-posts with Japanese lanterns 
So couples may waltz forty yards for a goal. 


C. A. F. 


Two Souls—and the Single Thought 
“DALDY seems very chummy with his wife these days.” 

“Yes, they have something in common at last; they 
are getting a divorce.” 
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FOOTBALL TALK 
RUNNING THROUGH SIGNALS 
































CALLED FROM PRACTICE TO GO TO THE STORE, THE 
STAR PUNTER OF THE “INVINCIBLES” SETS A RECORD 
FOR QUICK DELIVERY 


This morning when I did waken, the air was 
November filled with an astonishing sweetness which 
caused me to leap in horror towards my dress- 
ing-table, on which I found that my bottle of Emeraude 
had overturned in the night. A bad beginning for any 
woman’s day, and I was sitting in great douleur when 
E. Seabury arrived bearing a fine framed photograph of 
Samuel Pepys, a copy of the one in the 
Royal Academy, and she gave it to me, 
which heartened me considerably. Pepys 
hath a scroll of musick in his hands, 
and I do wonder if he sang at his morn- 
ing ablutions, as does my Samuel. E. 
and I fell a-talking of serious things, 
and we did agree that the greatest 
tragedy of the decade will be the elec- 
trification of the Venetian gondolas. 
Lord! I see no reason for such a 
sacrilege, nor can it be defended on 
practical grounds, neither, for who is 
ever in haste in Venice?...To the play- 
nouse this night to see a piece called 
“Tiger Cats” wherein the heroine per- 
sonifies the title. Mayhap if I were 
like that woman, quoth I to Samuel 
afterwards, I should get somewhere. 


(Continued on page 30) 
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Bucking the Blue-Book 


Football as It Is Motored To 


E had received a kick-off from 

home in our seven-passenger car 
at 8 a.M., taking along the regulation 
number of eleven spectators to a car 
team and substitutes who had 
horned in on the party. After some 
excellent broken-field running through 
the suburbs, we were tackled by a 
motorcycle cop and penalized $25. 

We lined up again and advanced 
rapidly on ups and downs. On a broad 
stretch of road, the car sprinted and 
made a substantial gain by skirting our 
opponent cars’ left ends. The cheer- 
ing changed to groans, however, when 


two 


aa, 
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THE NEW CO-ED COMB, DESIGNED AS A MAGNET FOR FOOTBALL PLAYERS 


one of the best tires on our team was 
injured. Time was taken out and a 
first-string substitute sent in. With 























“HOW WERE YOUR SEATS?” 
“ROTTEN ; COULDN'T SEE A THING.” 
“OURS WERE WORSE THAN THAT; NOBODY COULD SEE US.” 


the old bulldog spirit, we forged ahead, 
making small but cumulative gains 
through right and left traffic. But it 
was grueling work and it cost us sore 
before we had finished. When the goal 
was in sight, our sturdy left mudguard 
crumpled under the impact of a brutal 
adversary. 

Finally we executed a most deceptive 
shift, masked by a set of trick arm- 
signals. Our gallant car hit the line 
hard, broke through and staggered up 
to the field. 

By inquiry, we discovered that the 
football game was not yet over. That 
established the fact that our car had 
won against overwhelming odds. 

But at the moment when we were 
about to rush to our seats in the sta- 
dium, our captain spoke sternly from 
his place at the wheel: 

“Men, you have motored hard and 
well. I am proud of you. Our dear 
old Alma Motor is proud of you. But 
let us make this victory decisive. By 
turning around and going back now 
while our adversaries are still in their 
seats at the game, we'll beat the whole 
shooting-match home !” 

With an outburst of loyal cheering 
which dwarfed the sounds from the 
field, we disappeared down the road in 
a cloud of our own dust. 


Fairfax Downey. 


Compatibility 
“CO you really consider that your mar- 
riage has been a success ?” 
“Well, all I can say is, we've been 
married ten years and never a cross- 
word puzzle between us.” 


EFINITION of a football game— 
Twenty-two nice young men en- 
tirely surrounded by maniacs, 
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ICKET PURCHASED 


FROM A SPECULATOR 


FEELINGS OF A MAN AT THE BIG GAME ON PRESENTING A T 
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Tosh 
S an example of “Americana,” eye 


the following clinical note from the 


estimable American Mercury: 

“Only the movies are still subjected 
to a rigorous censorship, and they 
should be. Being for the most part 


composed of unspeakable garbage, it 


matters not in the least one way or the 


other to any intelligent person what is 
them. The 
them, the better.” 

What nonsense ! 


can Phyfe 


done to more cut out of 
says he, 
Sheraton and Dun 
should be consigned to the 
junk heap because most of the world’s 


supply of furniture is manufactured in 


Grand Rapids, Mich.; and Ernst 
Lubitsch, Lillian Gish, Douglas Fair 
banks, Charlie Chaplin, Harold Lloyd 


and Richard Barthelmess should be de 
livered to the censors because most of 


the films are made by William Fox 


Lay off—O Mercury! Feast upon 
your chiropractors, your Methodists, 
your Californian realtors and your 


movies to those 


leave the 
who go to them, 


boobs—but 





HUNTER IN “THE SILENT 
WATCHER™ 


GLENN 
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“Manhattan” 


HERE are enough fisticuffs in 
“Manhattan” to keep the picture 
moving at a lively gait—and, incident 
ally, 
New York society boys may be just as 


to prove to rural audiences that 


rough and just as red-blooded as their 


brethren in the great, gripping North 
west. 
“Manhattan” is the story of a rich 


young man who wearies of it all and, 
romance and 
journeys to Hell's Kitchen and poses as 
A reminiscent theme, you may 
say—and, as usual, 
it is exceptionally well handled, and it 
manages to provide a liberal amount of 


in search of adventure, 
at crook 
you are right Sut 


honest, melodramatic excitement. 
Richard Dix and Jacqueline Logan 
are both moderately good in the most 
George Siegmann and 
There are 
as the cast 


arduous roles; 
Gregory Kelly are excellent, 
also many effective “bits,” 
ing director calls them. 
“Manhattan” is not the wonder-film 
of the year, by any manner of means; 
but it is considerably better than most, 
start for Mr. 


his career as a star. 


and a creditable Dix on 


“Celebritypes” 
‘TH short-subject field has been nar- 
rowing markedly of late, 
of the increasing length of feature pic 
tures. Consequently, there are few dis 


as a result 


tinguished efforts in this once profitable 
department of the movie business. 
Worthy of 
introduction of a novelty one-reeler 
called which aims to 
show the public how the great behave 
Various prominent person 
ages, from Rachmaninoff to Rube Gold 
berg, are included in the first issues of 
this series, and there are more to come 


record, however, is the 
“Celebritypes,” 


at home. 


It is a good idea, and should prove 
popular with those who like to know 
whether Fannie 


Hurst uses a_ back 














hand stroke or an Australian crawl in 


writing for the magazines. 


PEAKING of 


now 


short subjects, the 


best ones current are these: 
Grantland Rice's sport pictures, a few 
of the Post Na 
ture Pictures and, among the animated 
“Felix the Cat” and 


There should be more, 


“The Silent Watcher” 


NOTHER magnificent performance 
by Glenn Hunter is to be observed 
i “The Silent Watcher,” and I feel that 
about his 


Christie comedies, the 


te 


cartoons, 


Fables, 


AZ sop's 


my recent remarks abilities 
on the screen were not unjustified, 

Mr. Hunter appears here as a pain- P 
fully noble character—virtuous to a 
fault and superior to the point of prig 
fact that he makes this ' 
incredible sap credible 


is a tribute to his own per 


gishness, The 
and, above all, 
sympathetic, 
sonal power. 

“The Silent Watcher” is a 
story which contains several highly flat- 
tering allusions to the Unknown Soldier. 


st ick y 


From an Eye- Witness 
|‘ reviewing “The Alaskan” I 

plained that most dramas of the 
North wearied me 
patent artificiality. To the sup 
port of my observations Emil 
of Seattle, who speaks for 
himself as follows: 

“As a 


lived the 


com- 
frozen because of 
their 
comes 
engstrom, 


and prospector I have 
old-time sourdough’s life in 
the camps and on the trail, Born and 
raised in the wilderness, | have followed 
the last frontiers from Nevada to north 
of the Arctic Circle. Many men that 
have gone through real life have only 
contempt for 


miner 


some people call 
Some West- 
ern authors ought to be locked up in a 
padded cell.” 

Hollywood papers will please copy 


R. E. Sherwood, 


what 
red-blooded action stories. 
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Keep a Kodak story of the Children 
With children in your home, there certainly should be 


Kodak pictures in your album. And the time will come 
when you'll never forgive yourself if the chance slips by. 


Get a Kodak to-day. You'll be making good pictures 


with it to-morrow. 


“At Home with the Kodak’’—an interesting 
free booklet from your dealer or from us, 


Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N.¥ ., rie Kadek city 
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The Visible Princess 


Comtesse 





“The 
crépe frock with a curious ‘fish-tail’ panel in 
the back, and a broad gray hat with a brim 





wore a light gray 


on the sides and front only. he Princesse 

» whose horse had won one of the big 

races of the week, wore a delightful smile.” 
Fashion Paper. 





A tacit but crushing rebuke to her 
overdressed friend.—Punch. 


That’s an Idea 
MENDICANT (to passer-by) : Have pity 
on a pore unfortunate, sir. 
PASSER-BY: Begging’s against the law, 
my man. 
MENDIcANT: Yes, sir, but charity ain’t. 
—Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 





From a contest for a ten-word story: 
“Smith, Law—Real Estate—Insurance. 
Office: Mrs. Smith’s Boarding House.” 

—Woman’s Home Companion. 





> 


“Is Jack a loud dresser 
“Is he! You should hear him hunting 
for his collar-button.”—Pelican. 


re: 





The Stranger 
Here's a sailor come home from the 
Guineas, 


His face is as black as a leaf, 
His eyes are like forests of darkness, 











IN MID-ATLANTIC 


The Widowed Whale: 
LOOK ! 


LOOK, CHIL- 


DREN, THERE GOES YOUR 


SAINTED FATHER! 
—Lustige Blatter (Berlin). 


His heart is a hotbed of grief, 

His arms are like roots of the jungle, 
He has ladies tattooed on his skin, 
And his clothes smell of cinnamon— 

cardamon—tar. 
Oh, mother, may I let him in? 


Nay, daughter, go shut the door quickly 
And come you straight back to your 
tea, 
To the orderly cups in their saucers, 
Your blue-eyed young brothers and me, 
Lest a far-hidden creek that none knew of, 
On a night of wild honey and wine, 
Should lean down from those dark eyes 
and waken 
The ghost that lies sleeping in thine. 
—H. H. Bashford, in 
The Nation and the Atheneum. 


Briefly 








From an Eldorado high school girl’s 
rhetoric composition: “Their love wasted 
away like tadpoles’ tails.” 

—Kansas City Star. 


Busy Macnate (testily): Well, what 
do you want? Be short! 

PropiGcat Son (rising to the occasion) : 
I will! I am! 


—Passing Show (London). 





_— 





Lire _is published every Thursday, simultaneously in the United States, 
i Title registered in U. S. 
t Additional postage to foreign 
countries in the Postal Union, $1.60 a year; to Canada, 80 cents. 


Great Britain, Canada and British 


Patent, Office. $5.00 a year in advance. 


numbers cannot be supplied. 


_ The text_and illustrations in Lire are copyrighted. For Reprint Rights 
in Great Britain apply to Lire, Rolls House, Breams Buildings, Fetter 


Lane, London, FE. C., England. 


ossessions, 


The foreign trade 


Back 
addressed envelope. 








Breams_ Buildings, Lee. BE. C. 
News Company, Ltd. 


supplied from Lire’s London Office, Rolls House, 
>. Canadian distributor, The American 


, 386-388 St. James Street, Montreal, Canada. 
No contributions will be returned unless accompanied by stamped and 


Lire does not hold itself responsible for the loss or 


non-return of unsolicited contributions. 


Notice of change of address should reach this office two weeks prior 
to the date of issue to be affected. 











SE ERS 








BOSTON 


TREMONT COR. BoYLSTON 








ESTABLISHED 1818 





MADISON AVENUE COR. FORTY-FOURTH STREET 
NEW YORK 


Telephone -Murray Hill 8800 


For Week-End Visits or Football 
Games by Motor or Train 


Ulsters, Fur and Fur-lined Coats and Jackets 
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BROOKS BROTHERS’ 


Building, convenient 
to Grand Central, Subway, 
and to many of the leading 
Hotels and Clubs 























Little Anecdotes 

General Grant 

Atonc about the spring of 1863, 
when the baseball season was in full 
swing and the Civil War was be- 
ginning to pall upon the participants 
and get a bit dull, Ulysses Grant called 
up President Lincoln long - distance 
from Vicksburg and said, “Abraham” 
—for such was the President's given 
name—"do you think you can get two 
tickets for the Yale-Harvard ball game 
in New Haven?” 

Abraham answered, as clearly as a 
poor connection would allow, “Why, 
yes, I think I can.” So it was all 
settled, and Ulysses came up to Wash- 
ington. 

The two truants spent Friday night 
in New York, and on Saturday morn- 
ing boarded a New York, New Haven 
& Hartford train for New Haven. 

The train was an hour late starting. 
In another hour it had reached 125th 
Street. In three it had arrived at New 
Rochelle. By this time both were pretty 
mad. History tells us that Ulysses 
even became hot under the collar, 
though it fails to give the exact tem- 
perature. By three o'clock Stamford 
was in view, and here Abraham's pa- 
tience finally gave way. 











Golf — 


this winter at 





Open Monday + January 5th 


The management takes pleasure in 
announcing the completion of a 
new addition to the Belleview con- 
sisting of 144 rooms and baths, mate- 
tially increasing accommodations. 


Two famous 18-hole golf courses, 
with tournaments attracting the 
leading golfers of the country. All 
land and water sports. Biltmore 
cuisine and service. 

Thru Pullman to the doors from New 


York and Chicago. For information or 
reservations, address The Biltmore,N.Y. 


John McEntee Bowman, President 
Earle E. Carley, Vice-Pres. C. A. Judkins, Mgr. 





The People’s Telephone 


The telephone knows no favorites. It does the bidding of 
the country store and of the city bank. It is found in the 
ranch house kitchen and in the drawing-room of the city 
mansion. Its wires penetrate the northern forest, stretch across 
the prairie, are tunneled under city streets. 

The telephone knows no favorites. Its service to all the 
people is of the same high standard—the Bell System standard. 
Twenty-four hours a day it carries the voices of all. For 
the benefit of all, the long-distance circuits are kept in tune. 
Numberless discoveries and improvements developed by the 
Bell System have made the telephone more useful for all the 
people. In America, all can afford the telephone, for Bell 
System service is the cheapest, as well as the best, in the world. 

The telephone knows no favorites. It is not owned in any 
one locality or by any particular group of men. It is owned 
by 350,000 stockholders, who represent a cross-section of the 
thrift of the whole country. The owners of the telephone are 
those it serves. 

In America to-day the 15,000,000 telephones of the Bell 
System contribute to the security, happiness and efficiency of 
all the people. 


<a 
y AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
8 AnD ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


WA BELL SYSTEM 


One Policy, One System, Universal Service 











“Come, General,” he said to his com- The Hatfield Trick 


panion, for, as you all know, Ulysses 
was a General, “let us leave this rail- 
road line to its own slow devices, and 
go the rest of the way by coach.” 
Whereupon Ulysses, whom history 
again tells us was of a very tenacious 


spirit, answered, “Leave it? I should MEDITERRANEAN (Jan. 31) AROUND 
say not. I am going through on this THE WORLD (Jan. 30) NORWAY 


Tue ignorant Indians used to do a 
snake dance when they wanted rain 
The wise man knows that it is sufficient 
to start on a picnic 











line if it takes all summer!” W. K. Z. and MEDITERRANEAN (July 1) 
Seasonal cruises by superb, specially chartered, new, 
oll-burning Cunarders. Reasonable rates include hotels, 
drives, guides, f-es, ete. European stopovers 
Prue: Do you understand football? Leneser Esra Aas 
Expert s‘aff. Limited membership. 
Sue: Well enough to take a rug to SOUTH AMERICA. Small party leaves Jan. 22 
the game Please spect{y program destred 


CLARK’S TOURS Times Bidg., N. Y. 








= 


“With or Without Bath” 


The landlady was showing the pros- 
pective lodger over the house. 

“T think you’d find everythink com- 
ferable,” she assured him. “This’d be 
the livin’-room.” The daily of ith Will , 

= S — e daily shave with Williams leaves you 

He poked his head inside, and nodded. face feeling as cool and refreshed as your bod 

“An’ this,” said the landlady, conduct- — “— ¢ hath. Woeme ay for tl 
. . a a skin nd it’s the quickes eard soft 
ing him down a way that was dark, “this too. Try it. Atall dealers’. it auaaalantaine Sn, 
is the bedroom. Good an’ hairy, you double size tube 50c, containing twice as mu: 

- cream. 
see. 


“Quite so!” assented the victim, with- 


e « 
drawing. - 
“An’ this,” proceeded the dame, “is 
our barthroom. Nice little room, ain’t 
it ?”” as 
The young man stared blankly. 
“Yes,” he agreed; “but si ng ream 


“Oh,” broke in the landlady, “if you 


should ever want to use the barth, I 
dessay we could find another place for 


for Christmas the coal.”—Tit-Bits (London). 


R4ZO -NIFE | 
"NOT A DULL MOMENT Ina Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT EASE | 


The Ever Keen Knife with the Razor edge. 
So simple—yet so effective—its blade is one Mil 
of your cast-off safety razor blades. Easily leage 

repli aced in a jifly—no, screws OF fasteners— After a number of years in harness, 
just snaps into place, giving you a keen, razor a traveling man for a small jobbing house 
edge at all times. decided to quit the road and retire. As 
Know the joy of having a really sharp pocket he was still keen and vigorous, his boss 
knife at the other end of your watch chain.| wanted to know the wherefore. He was 
Get a Razo-Nife. perfectly willing to explain. 








With the Hinge—Cap you can’t lose 











Handsomely made of solid jeweler’s grade “It is this way,” said he. “I've 
nickel silver, with neat design on handle. Can} traveled 400,000 miles, or enough to have 
also be had with emblem of any national| girdled the globe sixteen times, all in 
fraternal organization etched on handle. A Pequod County.” 


wonderful Christmas gift for anyone. —Louisville 
Price, as_ illus- $1. 00 
trated, each.. LL ag yy ry s Bitters in sweetened water, after 
a > meals, is great aid to digestion. Sample bitters by mail, 
With fraternal emblem on handle, $1.50 each. 25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & CO. Baltimore, Ma. 
Packed for Xmas in holly boxes if requested. 


Courier-Journal. 


HAVE THAT MADE-TO-ORDER LOOK 


Business Executives: Razo-Nife makes a wonderful war bebtane Pom bY eet 


Xmas present. Give them to your customers. Can be Standing in His Wardrobe 
made up with your ad and trademark on hanile. Write = . ids 
for quantity prices. Ah’s gwine go to de pahty t’night, 


poe ae Oe ae a a Oe oe oe a a ee eee but fust Ah’s gotta go home an’ change 
THE GREENDUCK Co. L, 11-13 , — 

1725-41 W. North Ave., Chicago. mah clothes. : . 

Gentlemen: Enclosed find $.... for ...... Razo- Change yo’ clothes? Boy, when yo 

Nives. buttons yo’ coat, yo’ trunk am locked!” 

Name... Scashteleoateupabants —American Legion Weekly. 


Address... . 


City are WHITE-ROBED klansmen visited a Negro FOR pee ae OF BRAINS 


church and gave the preacher twenty-five 
= ose dollars. But what good is twenty-five q ARS 
Danger! dollars to a man who is scared to death? 
' —Houston Post-Dispatch. 
New York newspapers are discussing ? “MADE AT KEY WEST 
the question, “What is an adventuress ?” 


An adventuress is a woman you and your 


husband met a while ago, and your hus- The Philosopher utters The Magic Phrase, 
band remarked, “Why not have her out ‘‘SUBSCRIBE TO LIFE” 


to our house to dinner sometime ?”’ Z 
—Kansas City Star. For the Clergyman—Brief—but short sermons are 
best remembered. 























Lyrics in the Wash 
LaunDREssS (to literary man): Please 
don’t write your poems on your cuffs, 
sir—my husband is getting jealous. 
—Humoristické Listy (Prague). 


Special Offer 
Enclosed find One Dollar (Canadian $1.20, Foreign $1.40). Send 
Lire for the next ten weeks to 








“Ts he a nice boy?” o oo. One Year $5.00 

seny : cess 1: — “ m Sesame” . r , i 

No, dear, I think you'll like him. is out of date. LIFE, 598 Madison Ave., New York (UL) ——— Ry 
—Oklahoma Whirlwind. 
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WEST INDIES 
January 22nd February 23rd 


WO cruises to the romantic 
Caribbean bythe magnificent 
Orca, 25,500 tons displacement. 
Each cruise 29 days. Extensive 
itinerary. Shore excursions. 


, Rates $250. up. 
WINTER | srxw, 


“The Sportsman’s paradise” — golf, 


tennis, bathing, etc.—only 48 hours 
from New York. Weekly sailings by the 
palatial Aracuaya 17,500 tons displace- 


ment—largest and most luxurious liner 
in the service. Rates $70. up. 


Write for illustrated booklets 
“The Com fort Route” 


THE ROX ANI , 
;OYAL MAIL AIL 

.M PACKET 

)MPANY 


k . Boston . Pittsburgh . Chicago . Detroit . Minneapolis . San Francisco 
Los Angeles . Seattle . Vancouver . Toronto . Montreal . Halifax 
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VAN GLOW 
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13 a LL 


EN whose attire seems always 

a little in advance of the ordi- 
ge ee nary styles are wearing the smart 
Z Va Van Heusen particularly in Fall 
2 1G), 





and Winter. Higher Van Heusen 
styles, suited to more formal occa- 


Chrysanthemtms are Glorious— Now sions, are as comfortable as the 
lower ones. 


Great, gorgeous pompoms of color— 12 STYLES 50 CENTS 


chrysanthemumsare glorious now. Wear 


one at your girdle, or brighten your 
living room with these golden balls ot 
autumn sunshine. val your florist. 


eaTentes 


the Worlds Smartest COLLAR 



































Al European Trip 
need not be expensive 


HE United States Lines 

have made a special 
study oflow-pricedtravelto 
andin Europe. Let usshow 
you how togo abroad com- 
fortably, even luxuriously, 
at an amazingly low cost; 
howyoucanmakeeach dol- 
lar buy the most from the 
time you leave New York 
until you return. In our 
special booklet, “Economy 
Trips to Europe?’ you will 
find most complete infor- 
mation and a variety of 
actual tours to fit every re- 
quirement. You should 
read this helpful booklet. 
Mail the coupon below 
now for your free copy. 


Six splendid ships, in- 
cluding the superb Levia- 
than, comprise the United 
States Lines’ fleet. Regular 
and frequent sailings be- 
tween New York, Cobh 
(Queenstown, ) Plymouth, 
Southampton, Cherbourg 
and Bremen. 


Send the Coupon Today 


To U. S. Shipping Board 
Infor. Sec. N2408 Washington, D. C. 


Please send me the booklet “Economy Trips 
to Europe.” 


If I go datewill be about 





There will be personsin ry party. 
Name . 


adress 


L _—-—) 


~~ 


United States Lines 
45 Broadway New York City 
Agencies in principal cities 
Managing Operators for 


U. S. SHIPPING BOARD 





























(Continued from page 21) 
Mayhap you would, he returned, and 
it would be Bellevue Hospital. 
Awake betimes, resolved 
November 
14th never to eat peanuts upon 
retiring again so long as 
I live, but there was naught but cold 
vegetables in the ice chest, and 1 was 
ravenous. Lay pondering many mat- 
ters, in especial the folly of the social 
custom of a man’s rising every time a 
woman does so, which keeps me to my 
chair often when I would quit it. I am 
certain that most of my sex feel the 
same on this point, and I do wish that 
we could stop this Jack-in-the-box busi- 
ness by getting it about that a man’s 
rising once for a woman is enough. 
Whereupon I asked Samuel how such a 
thing could best be done, and he said 
the stories he heard most frequently 
seemed to start on the Stock Exchange, 
so he would tell Hank Egan and Bill 
Wentworth about it as soon as he ar- 
rived downtown. But I am serious, 
withal....After dinner to the Van 
Vechtens, where George Gershwin was 
come to p!ay his compositions before a 
carefully selected company, and it was 
a blue-moon evening. That Rhapsody 
in Blue is as good as a quart of cham- 
pagne, quoth Sam, emitting no mean 
piece of musickal criticism. 
Mary Searles to luncheon, 
November ; 
15th all a-flutter because she 
has at last, she _ thinks, 
found her ideal man. On top of all that, 
she cried, after listing qualities of char- 
acter, he went to Harvard, plays a fine 
game of bridge, and is not chary of 
using ice when he mixes drinks! M. is 
not certain of this paragon, alas, and 
besought me for a method of putting 
his sincerity to the test. But I could 
think of naught at the moment save en- 
joining her to see if she could get him 
to miss a train on her account....Lord! 
I have never pondered the ideal male in 
the abstract, but after some reflection 
I should say he would get the full 
beauty of Lizette Reese's “Tears” and 
at the saine time know how the market 
closed. Baird Leonard. 


The Louvain Library Fund 


TuHat Louvain’s Library, destroyed, 


during the Great War, should be re- 
stored, was our promise to the Belgians, 
the New World's gift to the Old, and 
this is the year in which it must be 
done. With pleasure we record a 
Canadian contribution, and hope our 
friends generally will remember this 
very worthy cause. 


Previously acknowledged... $521.60 
H. T. Barnes, Montreal..... 10.00 
$531.60 


Checks, payable to Lire, marked “For 
Louvain Library Fund,” will be duly 
forwarded. 
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Omid 
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—steel equipment 
double track—rock ballast 


—powerful locomotives 

—4 daily California trains, includ- 
ing the exclusive first-class Cal- 
ifornia Limited. 


Fred Harvey meals 


The Santa Fe is the only line un- 
der one management “all the way, 
thus insuring uniformity of service. 


On your way, Grand Canyon National 
Park, Without Change of Pullman. 


Mil ii 











Mr. W. J. Black, Pass. Traf. Mer. 
Santa Fe System Lines 
917 Railway Exchange, Chicago 
Please mail to me the following Santa Fe Book- 
lets —“‘California Picture Book.’’ ‘Grand Canyon 
Outings.”’ “California Limited." Also details as to 
cost of trip. 
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A Few Definitions 


An optimist: one who hopes, when 
he orders a bottle of near-beer, that the 
waiter will make a mistake. 

A pessimist: one who always carries 

umbrella. 

Love: the sugar in the cocktail of 
romance. 

Marriage: the lemon juice. 

A sense of humor: the laughing gas 

1 the dentist office of despair. 

Hope: the triumph of illusion over 

xperience. 

\nticipation: ordering the dinner 

f desire in the restaurant of doubt. 

Realization: the bill for the dinner. 

Vanity: egoism wearing a bouton- 

re. 

The other woman: the joker in 

e's deck of cards. 

A cynic: a sentimentalist who pours 

iegar in his coffee. ct. & &. 


he Great Game Over the Radio 


YALE punts to Harvard's forty-two- 
ird line, as...Dartmouth’s left tackle 
ecovers fumble and runs half the 
ith of the field for...a loss of ten 
irds around Princeton’s right end. 
here is wild cheering as. ..aeroplane 
flies over grandstand distributing ad- 
rtisements for Listerstick’s holeproof 
siery...on Pennsylvania’s third down, 
uigh...Cornell smashes through... 
Notre Dame’s centre for...field goal 








You are young — until a change in 
weather brings rheumatic twinges. 

Or you are limber — until stiffness 
follows some hard or prolonged exer- 
cise or exertion. 

Apply Absorbine, Jr. promptly — 

tonight — or whenever such pain or 
discomfort next threatens. 
_ Feel it ease the pain in those muscles and 
joints at once. And in the morning, you are 
as fit as ever. Absorbine, Jr. breaks up con- 
gestion by quickening the circulation. — 

Keep it at hand in the medicine cabinet — 
a first aid in emergencies. 


At all druggists’, $1.25, tpaid 
Litera [ental forse 106. pstpeid 


W.F. YOUNG, Inc. 
¥ 





No more 


“shine” on face 





This keeps the skin fresh, ruddy, vigorous 


LDER men will remember this famous after- 
shaving lotion. For 10 years it has been un- 
available in America, due to the war. 
Those who have never used it have a new shaving 
joy instore. Fora few drops rubbed on the face gives 
a tingling glow of new health—of vigorous freshness. 


This famous men’s toilet water is Eau de Cologne 


—No. 4, a favorite since 1709. 


It harmlessly closes 


pores, thus reducing perspiration, the cause of 
“shine.” It stimulates the tissues—gives that quick- 
warm-then-cold feeling that makes shaving a real 
delight. And the face improves after using it, which 
makes shaving faster, more comfortable. 


At your drug store today, ask for Eau de Cologne 
—No. 4. Insist upon the only original and genuine 
in the bottle and carton as illustrated. After one 
bottle you’ll never be without it again. 


In three sizes at druggists 
2-02., 65c; 4-0z., $1.25; 8-oz., $2.00 


Service Lasporatories, INc., CHICAGO 
Sole Importers and Distributors for the U.S. A. 








The genuine comes 
only in this package. 








from... Williams’s three-yard line and 
...intercepts forward pass as. ..Colum- 
bia quarterback...holds Villa Nova on 
...onside kick to Trinity’s twenty-eight- 
yard line...when Amherst scores safety 
...While referee announces. ..Southern 
Railway Preferred: Seventy-nine and 
seven-eighths. 


Limbo 
Lawyer: Better plead guilty. The 
Judge will give you only two years at 
the outside. 
Cuvprit: Yaas. But how many years 
on de inside he gwine gimme? Dat 
what I want to know. 





A Nore on the future and past: 
Nothing is as delightful as we anticipate 
it, just as nothing seems as dreadful as 
it actually was. 
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| Expense— Cool, | 
Comfortable Shaving 


HE verdict is nowin your hands 
—If you do not find from actual 
use that Ingram’s Therapeutic Shav- 
ing Creamgives youa quicker, closer 
shave, without thecustomary smart- 
ing after effect—and that it leaves 
your face as soft and cool as though 
you had used a lotion—we will re- 
fund its full purchase price. Get a jar 
from your druggist, or if he cannot 
supply you,send 50c with his name 
and address and we will mail a jar 
direct to you. Ifyou are not entirely 
satisfied,returnthejarand 
your money will be re- 
funded. Or send 2c stamp 
for sample. f 
particularly for a tender skin. 
Frederick F. Ingram Co, 
1138Tenth St., Detroit, Mich. 
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to summer skies 


Halcyon days aship and ashore following one 
another in an ever-alluring panorama of beauty. 
Fascinating cities spread their treasures for the 


discerning eye. 


Superb ships offer the acme ot 


comfort to happy voyagers. 


In the Mediterranean 


White Star liner Adriatic, 
sailing from New York, Jan. 7 
and Feb. 26. Red Star liner 
Lapland, Jan. 17 and Mar. 8. 
Back in New York 46 days 
later. 

Itinerary: Madeira, Gibraltar (AI- 
geciras), Algiers, Monaco, Naples, 
Athens, Constantinople, Haifa (for 
Holy Land), Alexandria (for Egypt 
and the Nile). 12,164 miles. 


In the West Indies 


White Star liner Megantic, 
from New York Jan. 22 and 
Feb. 25. Returning in 30-31 
days. 

Itinerary: Havana, Santiago, Haiti, 
Kingston, Panama Canal, Carta- 
gena, Curacao, La Guaira, Port of 
Spain, Barbados, Fort de France, 
St. Thomas, San Juan, Nassau. 6,492 
miles. 


For complete information apply to Cruise -_———: No. 1 Broadway, New 
s 


York, our o: 


elsewhere, or any authorize 


teamship agent. 





WHITE STAR LINE: RED STAR LINE 
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In Cosmopolitan New York 

Customer: I want to buy a present 

CLERK : pour 
femme? 

Customer: Si. Una 
Una niiia carissima. 

CierK: No understand, mein 
I am Greek. 


PERSONAL. STATIONERY 


200 S S 
100 ENVELOPES 91.00 


Printed with your Name and Address 
Clear, white bond paper, with envelopes to match. Your 
name and address printed in beautiful, rich blue ink, on 
both paper and envelopes, and sent to ycu pestees for 
only BT on. (West of Mississippi river and outside of 
U.S. $1.10.) If inconvenient to send the money, we will 
ship C.O. D. Money returned if you are not more than 
satisfied. Ordertoday. Write name and address plain!) 


AGENTS MAKE BIG MONEY #88 it 
us today for our agent's proposition. 

ELITE STATIONERY COMPANY 
7089 Main Street Smethport, Pa. 


OQuelquechose une 


bella senorita. 


Herr. 











_ TOPINE CORPORATION — Philadelphia, Pa. 





KOBLER AIR AND WATER PEARL PIPE 


Takes out of the smoke 19% Nicotin, 85% Pyridin, 
33% Ammoniac. $5.90. Literature free. 


Kobler & Co. inc., 594 26th St, Guttenberg, West New York, N. J. 


Earn Xmas Money 


e set 
When ‘sold send us $5-00 and keep $2.00. No Work--Just Fun 
. Nicholas 2814 Gh d Rd. Dept. 21A Brooklyn, WN. Y. 











wm ] 





The Three-Minute Gun 


AtonG the Irish coast are a number 
of lighthouses which fire a signal gun 
at three-minute intervals during foggy 
weather. To a visitor the noise is irri- 
tating and unbearable, making sleep an 
utter impossibility. So adaptable is 
man, however, that to the 
lighthouse keeper not only does the mo- 
notonous boom pass quite unnoticed, but 
a break in its regularity reacts as a dis- 
turbance. 

The tale is told of one old Irishman 
of long service who slept soundly and 
peacefully during a stormy night while 
his faithful wife fired the roaring three- 
minute signals—that is, he rested com- 
fortably until by shortcoming 
one of the charges failed to explode. 
Instantly he awoke, sat up, gazing 
wildly, and shouted, “Maggie! What 
in h—— was that?” 


seasoned 


some 


Speaking from Experience 
GERALDINE: Are you going up to the 
Harvard-Yale game? 
Lucy: I suppose so—Jack forgot to 
apply for tickets. 


SWITZERLAND recently rejected a 
fifty-four-hour week, doubtless without 
the sanction of the Swiss watchmakers, 
who could have had no objection to 
working over-time. 


WYNKOOP HALLENBECK ORAWFORD COMPANY, NEW YORK 





Books Received 


These Eventful Years—The Twentieth C, 
tury in the Making (The Encyclopa: 
Britannica Co., Ltd.). 

The Color of Youth, by V. H. 
(Putnam). 

Cowboys North and 
(Scribner). 

Begaars of Life, by 
Charles Boni). 

Sails of Sunset, by Cecil Roberts (Stoke 

Memortes and Adventures, by Sir Art! 
Conan Doyle (Little, Brown) 





Friedlan 
South, by Will Ja: 


Jim Tully (Albert 


Football and How to Watch It, by Percy | 
Haughton (Little. Brown). 

To-morrow and To-morrow, by Ste 
McKenna (Little, Brown) 


Brighter Intervals, by Gordon Phillips (H 

With Lawrence in Arabia, by Lowell Thor 
(Century). 

Colombia, Land of Miracles, by Blair N 
(Century) 

Twisted Tales, by Christopher Ward (Holt 

The Land- of Journeys’ Ending, by M 
Austin (Century) 

The Joys and Tribulations of an Editor 
L. Frank Tooker (Century). 

How to Keep Well, by A. F. Currier, M 
(Century). 

The Péep-Show 
(Macmillan). 

Where Strange Gods Call, by 
(Century). 

Our American Kings, by Frederick L. Coll 
(Century). 

Glimpses of Japan and Formosa, by Harry 
Franck (Century). 

Personality of Insects, by Royal Dixon 
Brayton Eddy (C. W. Clark Co.). 

The Lord of the Sea, by M. P. § 
(Knopf). 

Professor, How COULD You! by H 
Leon Wilson (Cosmopolitan). 

His Second Venture, by 
Reynolds (Doran). 

East of the Setting Sun, by 
McCutcheon (Dodd, Mead). 
Sticks and Stones, by Lewis Mumford (B 

& Liveright). 


Man, by Padraic ( 


Harry Her 


Mrs. Ba 


George B 


Rugged Water, by Joseph C._ Lin 
(Appleton). 
Sudden Wealth, by Henry James Forn 


(Boni & Liveright). 
Mariposa, by Henry 
Liveright) 


Baerlein (Boni 

































are more popular ~ 


A graceful slender girl holds a fascinatiox 
which only slender women have. 

Men admire a youthful silhouettc 
Instinctively, they are drawn towards th¢ 
woman whose figure is graceful and shapel) 
That's why slender girls are always popular 

But why worry about being overweight 
It’s easy to reduce. Use Marmola Tablet 
(thousands of men and women each yea: 
regain healthy, slender figures this way). 
These tablets will make you slender again. 
Try them. No exercises or diets. 

All drug stores have them— one dollar 
a box. Or they will be sent in plain wrap- 

» postpaid, by the Marmola Co., 1843 
al Motors Bldg., Detroit, Mich. 


MARMOLA 
Prescription Tablets 
Nhe Pleasant Wary toPeduce 
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uUess Qa S fk time has come for all 


laugh-lovers to do their Christ- 
mas subscribing. Three weeks 
from now the newsstands will 


VL 

~ present the 
C Ol | M2 a 

CHRISTMAS NUMBER 
of 
L if 

and the current year will officially 
reach its climax in point of hu- 
mor, gaiety and good cheer. The 
Christmas Number represents 


LiFE’s best effort—which means, 
simply, the BEST. 
















A subscription entered NOW will 
bring you the Christmas Number, 
and every issue of Lire for the 
succeeding fifty-one weeks—all 
for a mere five dollars. 


Take out your LIFE insurance at 
once. It’s the surest guarantee 
of a Merry Christmas and a 
Happy New Year! 























Dear LIFE: 










I want 52 weeks 
of happiness. You 
say you can supply 
same. Go to it. Here is 
my $5.00. (Canadian 
$5.80; Foreign, $6.60). 


“ye TEPETECEOEE Tee = 


TRC ee eee eee eee eee eee eee eee eee eee eee eee eee ee) 


Live 
598 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
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arettes can also claim 


that, but Its Toasted” belon 
solely to Lucky Strikes. 


LUCKY STRIKE 
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